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Alex hated Wednesdays. The last bell of the day rang and in the matter of seconds the whole class was up and 
out, except for him. He never much paid attention to the time, so he never really knew when to start packing 
up. He quickly loaded his books into his bag and stood up, waving goodbye to his teacher and walking out of the 
classroom. 

Almost instantly, someone ran right into him, any books he had in his hands sliding across the busy hall. He let 


out an annoyed groan before looking at whoever it was that wasn't looking while walking and let out a small 


gasp. 


"Shit, I'm sorry mate. | wasn't lookin’, lemme help you with your books." Oh. 
Alex felt faint looking at him. He had shorter hair with a long fringe and dressed rather sharp just to go to 


school. He was *beautiful*. 
His friend he had been walking with said something along the lines of to just leave the books, that he's just 


some freshman. 

"Don't be a prick, Cook. Don't you remember your first year?" 
He smiled as he turned back to Alex, handing him his books back 
‘lm Miles." 

Alex sighed with a small smile. Miles. How gorgeous. 

"tm Alex." 


"Well Alex, I'm afraid | can't stick around, I'm already late for a double date | desperately don't want any part 
of." His friend, Cook(?), smacked the back of Miles head. 


I'd do this for you, so don't be a dick about it" 
"Well | doubt that because it would be with a--" 
"Can we just leave already?" 


Alex smiled and giggled as Miles and his friend began bickering between each other, eventually Miles said a 
quick goodbye and they both walked off, still fighting. Alex shook his head still smiling and made his way to his 


locker, exchanging the books in his bag with his work apron and homework notebooks. 


He quickly ran out of the school building to the parking lot, climbing on top of his scooter. He had finally passed 
all his tests to drive and worked all summer to put towards it. His mother hated the idea of him driving 
something with only two wheels, giving him the deal that if he came up with half of the money, she'd pay for 
the rest and he could finally have "the most fantastic ride in the world!" as Alex told her. She thought he 
wouldn't actually become so dedicated to getting one and stumbled over her words for a solid minute when he 
handed her the check. He choose a basic black Stella scooter and he loved it. He drove it everyday, even if it 


was pouring (which was often in the English weather). 


He started up Anita, his mother found it odd he named it but he didn't much care what she thought, and 
began making his way to the cafe he worked at. It was the job he had gotten to raise money for his scooter, 
but he ended up really enjoying the place and didn't want to leave. He works three times a week after school, 
which gives him little time to study or work on school work, but its extra money in his pocket. He ends up 
exhausted and his mother keeps asking him to quit, but he won't. He was a too prideful to quit, for reasons he 


didn't really know. 


There was something in the air that day that left Alex with a strange, oddly sweet, taste in his mouth. 


Something was going to happen, he could feel it in his stomach. 


Alex pulled into a parking spot behind the cafe, a few minutes late, he rushed to put his apron on. He made 
sure he had enough pens and paper to get him through this shift and combed his hair with his fingers to 
tame his mane that had become static under his helmet. He rushed into his work, apologizing for not being on 


time, blaming the traffic when really he had zoned out and missed his turn 


Aubrey, a waitress he worked with, pointed him towards a table telling him her shift was over and he made 
his way over there first. He pulled out his pad and a pen as he walked up to the table, plastering a smile onto 
his face, 


"Are we ready to-- Ohl" Alex's eyes met with sleepy, deep brown eyes. Miles eyes. Alex's face turned a quiet 
crimson and his smile turned into a small giggle. 


"We meet again!" Miles exclaimed, his smile could of made Alex melt. "Didn't know you worked here. My mother 
can't ever know, or else she'll push that | need to get a job even more!" He laughed with his friend from 
earlier, and two other girls. It quickly clicked that this was the date Miles had been talking about. Both the girls 
were awfully pretty, leaving Alex sort of.. Envious? He couldn't help but wish he was where the the blonde girl 
with the sparkling eyes was, next to Miles. 


What was he thinking? He barely knew him. 
He hated how he got a crush on anyone who showed him the smallest bit of affection 
Alex let out a tiny laugh, 


"Uh- Yeah. I've been here for a few months now." He pushed his hair behind his ear, wishing he had brought 
some clips with him so he wouldn't have to do it for the rest of his shift. "Do you all know what you want or 


do you need more time?" 


The two girls listed off the types of lattes they wanted, very specific with every detail. He couldn't tell if they 
were trying to sound impressive with their apparent extensive knowledge of coffee drinks or if they're worried 
he'll fuck it up or something. Suppose he couldn't blame him, he honestly wasn't a very good server. He looked 


towards Miles and Cook, asking them again what they wanted. 


Miles seemed almost speechless after listening to the girls name off every single ingredient they wanted in 
their coffee, but gave a small shrug and a confused smile, offering a, 


"I suppose I'll have what she's havin." Motioning towards the pretty blonde girl, who looked pleased with herself, 
her hand on Miles thigh. Alex gave her a small glare, quickly deciding he didn't like her. 


"l'Il just have a cup of black coffee." Cook said, making Alex tear his eyes off the girl he had assured himself 
was out to get him. Alex quickly nodded, writing everything down and making his way to the baristas counter, 
where he handed Olive the order. He groaned quietly and pushed his hair out of his face again. 


"Do you have a hair band | could borrow? My hair keeps gettin’ in the way.’ 


Olive laughed, taking a band off her wrist, handing it to the teenager. He gave a quick thanks and messily pulled 
his hair into a rough ponytail 


"You're suppose to always have your hair back when you're serving, Alex." She stated, not rudely, but frank 


"I know, | just forgot. | lost my last band yesterday when some prick pulled it right outta my hair, callin’ me a 


fag." He rolled his eyes, "Don't see how my hair makes me a fag." 


"Thats high school for you." She said, beginning to work on the orders. She gave a short look around the room, 
frowning. "Its rather slow today. You might get cut early." 


"Thank god, | have a pile of homework just calling my name at home." He laughed a little, but it was strained. 
The last thing he wanted to do was go home and study. He was so bored with this being his life. School, work, 
home, work. This was why he got a scooter in the first place! It was going to be his excuse to be able to go 
do things. But he quickly realized there isn't much to do when you don't have any real friends outside of study 
buddies. 


He sighed as Olive put the last drink up on the counter, loading them onto his tray he walked over to the 
group Miles sat with. He looked almost angelic with the sunlight beaming in on him from the window. He 


practically shined compared to everyone else and Alex couldn't help but smile when he looked at him. 
When he stopped at the table, Cook began laughing, 


"You look like a damn girl with your hair like that!" Alex quickly lost his smile. Miles kicked Cook under the table, 


throwing a pack of sugar at his face, 


"Don't be a fucking dick, Jamiel" Miles sighed, looking at Alex, "Sorry. He has a habit of not thinking before he 


speaks." Miles glared at Jamie, Alex learned that was his first name, and he sent a nastier one Miles direction. 


"Don't worry about it, I've been called worse." He meant to say like it as a joke, but with how often he was 
teased for how he looked, it came out cold Miles gave Alex a sad look, but he didn't notice. He sat down 
everyones drinks in front of them and left the table. He told Olive he was going to use the bathroom and 


disappeared for a few minutes. 


Alex did nothing in the bathroom but breathe deeply for a few minutes, splash water on his face and walk 
back out. He welcomed new customers and took their orders, talked with Olive, brought out drinks to the new 
group and when he went to go check on Miles table, he was discouraged to find they had all left. He walked 
over to pick up the dishes left over, counting a twelve pound tip. He raised his eyebrows, surprised. Miles must 
of felt really bad. Bringing the one of the bills closer, he saw a number written in the corner and a small "call 


mel" underlined twice. Alex found a smile on his face once again. 


When Alex finishes his homework for the night, he would normally crawl under his sheets and fall asleep to 
thoughts of a better tomorrow. But there was a certain bill with a certain boys number in his pocket and he 
quickly pulled his phone and the money out, finding the number and dialing it quickly. It was rather late, but 
something told Alex that Miles was one to stay up late. 

And he was right. 


"Is this Alexander?" He asked without even saying hello. Alex felt a zap go up his spine, hearing the older call 
him his full name. He sighed happily, 


"Yeah. Its me." 

‘Great, what's your address? l'm going to come get you, theres a party at Jamie's friends house." 
"O-oh, | can't. My mom wouldnt ever let me go out so late--" 

‘Oi, don't be a hag. Sneak out! Live a little!" There was a silence, "C'mon, gimme your address already." 
Alex quickly spewed his location out. 

"Great, be there in ten 

Miles hung up. 


Alex ran to his closet to find his best outfit. 


Alex had always been the golden child. He always did what he was told to do, got good grades, helped around 
the house, but here he was, climbing out his window to go to a party with some mysterious boy. 


Miles car was beautiful, but he was even more beautiful. Alex couldn't help but stare at him as he walked 
over, a shy smile playing on his lips. The younger learned today that the nicest clothes he owned was a black 
button up shirt a size too big and tight black jeans. He wore his sneakers figuring no one would much care, and 


they were so comfortable he didn't want to wear anything else. 
"You look nice." Miles said with a dazed look on his face, "Kind of like a model" 
Alex snorted, which was kind of embarrassing, but he felt oddly content around the other, 


"Yeah right! You're the one who looks like a model with your expensive suit!" And it was. Miles wore a gorgeous 


three piece suit, all black except the button up which was a deep brick red. The colour suited him well. 


Miles shrugged, mumbling something Alex didn't hear, then opened the passenger side door for the younger. 
Alex smiled, practically hopping inside. 


"I haven't ever been in such a nice car before!" Everything was leather and incredibly comfortable. He felt 


almost spoiled. 


"Got it for my birthday last year. | honestly didn't think I'd get a car, but my mom apparently got sick of me 
constantly asking for rides or something." He laughed and Alex's heart skipped a beat. "Will you be getting your 
temps soon?" Miles asked, starting his car and backing out of Alex's driveway. 


"Oh- | uh, | already have my license. I'm actually in a sophomore, not a freshman. | got a nice scooter, named 
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Anita" 
"Shit, are you really? Sorry, you look younger" Miles smirked, glancing at Alex, "You named your scooter?" 
"Why is that so weird to everyone? Tons of people name their cars and guitars and whatever, why can't | 


name me scooter?" Alex kept on rambling about god knows what, leaving Miles thoroughly amused for the 


drive. 


Alex had lost Miles in the crowd of people. He was panicking in a corner, constantly looking for his friend (was 
he his friend?) in the horde of drunk teenagers. He had been offered a beer, which he took but only had a sip 
of before spitting it out on the floor, where Miles began laughing loudly leaving Alex with a pink face. 


People kept bumping into him but not looking at him. He was incredibly out of place and knew he shouldn't of 


come. He had no place getting mixed with trouble. 


He felt like he was dreaming, everything said around him seeming a few seconds late. He couldn't keep his 


thoughts straight or stay focused on anything. This was causing a deeper panic in his chest. 


"Al-- Alex!" He heard his name being called, he looked up and around trying to find the familiar voice. He 
spotted Miles making his way through the party towards him. He looked incredibly happy and Alex just wished 
he did too. "How are you-- Oh, man your eyes are all red! Did you get high? | wouldn't expect that from such 
a good lad like youl" Miles laughed, Alex felt like he was about to cry. 

"l- N-ro, | didn't smoke anything--" He was still light headed. 


"Did you perhaps eat a brownie of some sort?" Miles asked, his smile seeming to each both his ears. Alex 


nodded yes, confused at where Miles was-- Oh. *Oh*. "That was a pot brownie, luv." Alex gave a tiny nod. 

"| don't feel good. Can we leave?" Alex hated to ruin something that the older was so obviously enjoying, but he 
didn't have any way back home unless he walked, but just standing was proving to be difficult. Miles grabbed 
his hand, a worried expression finding its way to his face, 

"You think you're gonna be sick?" 

Alex shrugged. 

“Alright. We can go, let me go find my jacket real quick, just stay here okay?" 


"lm sorry.” 


"Dont be, | should be apologizing, | went off and left you all by yourself at a party. Rather rude of me, wasn't 
it?" 


He was trying to make Alex feel better and it was working. Alex gave a small smile, 
‘It was a little rude, yeah..." 


Miles laughed and excused himself to get his jacket. Alex leaned against the wall, the fuzz in his head started 


to fade the more he grinned. 


The ride back to Alex's house was quiet, mostly because he felt like he was about to pass out any second. He 
kept his gaze on Miles the whole ride, his sleepy eyes blurring his vision slightly, not giving him the sharp 
picture of the beautiful boy right next to him he wanted. 


"How come you don't have a girlfriend?" Alex asked out of the blue. Miles didn't reply right away, almost 


hesitating before he said softly, 


"I tend to lean a little more on the other side of the spectrum, if you know what | mean" Miles gave a quick 


glance over at Alex, "How about you? You're an attractive lad" 

His heart was about to beat out of his chest: 

"Same reason" 

Miles breathing seemed to stop for a second as he locked at the younger again He gave a nervous smile, 
"Oh yeah?" 

Alex giggled slightly, 

"Yeah." 

"Mind if | crash at your place tonight, luv?" 

Alex thought about his mother and what she would say, but he couldn't find it in him to care. 

"Thats fine” 


It was more than fine as far as he was concerned. 


Alex hadn't ever kissed before, but it didn't seem to much matter as Miles undressed him, kissing every inch 


of his body. He was worried his parents would hear his moans even upstairs, but he couldn't help himself. 


Miles left marks upon marks upon marks, claiming all of Alex as his own. 


They didn't have sex, but neither of them wanted to, they both just seemed to want closeness with one 


another. 


They fell asleep tangled between the sheets, Alex's head laying on Miles chest. 


Alex's alarm startled both of them awake, memories of the night before rushing through both of their heads 
at the same time. They looked at each other with wide eyes. Alex giggled, Miles grinned ear to ear. 


"You gotta get outta here before my mom wakes up." Alex told him, still smiling that the thought of Miles lips 


on his own. Was he dreaming? This couldn't be real. 


| don't have enough time to get home to change, let me borrow a shirt at least" Miles said uninterested, 
finding significance in Alex's curls with his fingers though. 


"Wear the one | wore last night, itll probably fit you" Alex stared into the olders eyes, leaning in for a kiss 
which was gladly granted right away. Miles pulled away to grab Alex's shirt off the ground, as he put it on and 
began buttoning his mouth founds the youngers again, kissing softly but surely. 

"What does this make us, darling?" Miles asked against Alex's lips. 

"We barely know each other, | dunno. 

"Doesn't it feel like he have for years though?" 

Alex giggled, 

"| dont even know your last name!" 

"Kane, Miles Kane" 

"Alex Turner 

"Would you like to go on a date with me, Alex Turner?" 


Another giggle, then a peck on Miles cheek, 


"Sounds like a dream." 


Miles rushed out of Alex's window, driving off with a hand full of goodbye waves. Alex quickly got himself 
dressed and out the door before either of his parents woke up. 


The whole day was spent with sweet stares in the hallways each time they passed, and imagining kissing in 
every class. Alex wondered what Miles was thinking about, little did he know Miles wondered the same about 


Alex. 


For the first time in Alex's life, someone who wasn't trying to copy his homework sat next to him at lunch. He 
was beyond thrilled to find it was Miles, who held his hand under the table the whole hour as they sat in a 
comfortable silence while eating, looking at each other for a few seconds every few moments then breaking 


away with a giggle. 


When the bell rang, Miles whispered, "Sorry | made you have to wear a turtleneck, love. You look darling 


though." into the youngers ear before disappearing into the crowd making their way to their classes. 


Alex was certain he was seeing stars. 


Weeks passed, Alex had brought Miles to meet his family after their successful first few dates. 


"You're just delicious, aren't you darling? You could use a little meat on your bones though, you might be 


skinnier than my little Alex!" 


Penny, Alex's mother, scooped Miles into a hug. Alex whined about how she was embarrassing him, but Miles 


couldn't stop laughing. 

"You're mothers fantastic!" He mumbled in Alex's ear while Penny raved on to her husband about Miles. Alex 
rolled his eyes, but smiled nonetheless, happy that his parents seemed to actually like him. His father was put 
off by him bringing a boy home instead of a girl though, almost disappointed, but Alex hoped he would get 


over it. At least he didn't disown him or something. 


‘lm going to get started on dinner now, you make yourself at home darling" Penny said to Miles. Alex smiled, if 
only she knew how comfortable he had gotten the first time he was here. 


"Oh no, let me help. Don't want to just sit around while you do everything!" 
"Ohhh!" She let out a laugh, "Al, you got yourself such a gentleman!" 
"More like a big suck up." He giggled when Miles looked at him with a look of fake shock on his face. 


‘tm hurt! Wounded! How could you say such a thing like that? Why would | not want to help the worlds most 


beautiful woman make dinner?" 


Laughter filled up the Turner's family home for the first time in months. It was a warm feeling. 


"Je pense que je craque pour toi." 
They were both laying in Alex's bed, Miles running his fingers through the youngers hair. He had asked if he 


was going to cut it since it was getting so long a few days ago and was incredibly pleased to hear Alex didn't 


plan on cutting it for awhile. There was something about his long hair that made him look like a piece of art. 
"What?" 

"Its French." 

Alex rolled his eyes, 

"| get that, but | don't speak French. | didn't know you did, what did you say?" 

Miles grinned, kissing Alex on the forehead, 

"Nothing, darling.” 

Alex huffed and wrapped himself around Miles. 


"Prick." 


Alex's mother was the proudest of him she'd been in years. She bragged about how he was building this 
wonderful social life, but still keeping perfect grades in school and a job on the phone with her friends almost 
daily. He found it odd that this was something she chose to be proud of, but he guessed it made sense since 
he never really had friends before a few months ago. 


He was cleaning his room as he listened to her call in the kitchen, folding plenty of Miles shirts that had been 
left behind and placing them on top of his drawers. 


"| just wish he would sell that stupid scooter and get a car. At least he'd be safer." 
He smiled to himself, saying nothing. 


"He has a boyfriend, a darling boy named Miles! He's over all the time, they're sweethearts! They're so in love- 


"Mom, please!" Alex yelled, interrupting her before she could gush out even more of his private business, 


"You're embarrassing me!" 


"Thats my job, honey!" 
He groaned and flopped onto his bed, texting Miles to meet him at the park. 
‘Sure thing babe ;) x' 


Alex giggled and shoved his face into his pillow. Maybe he was in love, but his mom didn't need any 


reassurance. 


"Its cold!" Alex announced, "Doesn't the weather know its still Summer?" 
"England doesn't care what time of the year it is, it always wants us to freeze." 


It wasn't all that cold though, it was a soft sixty four degrees out, the boys just used to it being about ten 
degrees higher. 


They walked hand in hand on the trail paved before them, giving small talk about school and gossip about their 
friends. Miles seemed off but Alex didn't lead on that he noticed, even when the olders hands began to get 


rather clammy he kept their fingers entwined. 
“Are--" A small sigh, "Are you busy tonight?" Why did he seem so nervous? 


"No, why? Do you wanna go on a date?" He smiled, trying to help Miles feel better even though he wasn't sure 


what was wrong. He gave a small grin though, relaxing Alex some, 


"Yeah, sort of. | was thinking about taking you to my house, y'know, to meet my mom." They had been 
together for a little over two months now, and Alex had taken note that it was rare Miles really talked about 
his mother. He mentioned her a few times but Alex didn't know a thing about her. 


"Thats sounds wonderful, I'd love to do that." Alex gave Miles a kiss on his cheek, which seemed to help with 
his tension. They kept walking until Alex's mother called him, telling him he needed to go to the store since 
they were out of eggs and milk. 


"How cliche." Alex mumbled after she hung up. The two boys giggled a bit and gave kisses goodbye, telling each 


other "see you in a few hours". Miles stayed outside his car, watching Alex as he drove off with a smile. 


Miles mother was not what he expected. She wasn't cold, but she seemed sullen most the time, even her smile 


seemed sad. He wondered how much a blue lady made such an energetic son. 


She was one of those kind of people who were always in business clothes and constantly checking their phone. 
This led dinner to be slightly awkward, Alex never knowing what to speak about. Miles caught on quickly, coming 
up with a few subjects of small talk every few minutes. Miles seemed close with his mother though, despite 


how different they were, which made Alex feel better about it all, 
The food was amazing, he figured Miles came from money with his nice car and expensive clothes, but he 


practically lived in a mansion and even had a cook. Miles claimed it was nothing like a mansion, just big, but Alex 
had only ever lived in a two level house his whole life. This was paradise to him. 


Miles room wasn't at all what he expected either. The walls were a navy blue and lined with a few beautiful 
guitars, electric and acoustics alike. It was messy, clothes thrown everywhere, piles of records on every 


surface and his bed probably hadn't been made in months. He fell in love with it immediately. 


Miles took off his jacket, throwing it onto a chair, and made his way to one of his many stacks of records. He 
went through them for a few short seconds before pulling one out, 


"You like The Modern Lovers?" He asked. 
"Never heard of them" 


"Well, welcome to the wonderful world of Jonathan Richman. You'll love it" He said as he put the album onto 
his player. 

A soft, delicate voice began crooning out of Miles stereo speakers, accompanied by lazy drumming and subtle 
guitar. Alex instantly took a liking to the words that were being sung, that feeling of disappointment when you 
hear those perfect lyrics and you can't help but wish you had written him washing over him. Miles began 
humming along to the song, swaying lightly and Alex couldn't help but smile. Miles was unbelievably handsome, 


how'd he get so lucky? 


Alex got up from the bed and walked over to his boyfriend, lacing their fingers together and pressing himself 
against the other. They danced slowly together, giving soft kisses and whispering small nothings. 


"Miles?" 

"Yes, love?" 

"I think I'm in love with you." 
‘lam certainly in love with you." 


They both grinned and swayed their way to Miles bed, pink cheeked and full of love buzz. 


"You've never drank before?" 

"No. I'm the golden child, Mi, | would never!" Alex replied with a sarcastic tone and a giggle. 

Alex had snuck out of his house late that night to go on a nighttime picnic with Miles who had brought plenty 
of food, but also plenty of wine. They sat on a small hill in the park on top of a blanket and Miles was pulling 
the cork out of the wine bottle, 


"Well, this is very good wine," Miles flashed a grin and leaned towards Alex, "And | plan on getting you very 
drunk with it" 


Alex giggled and rolled his eyes, accepting the glass Miles had poured for him and staring at it for a few 
moments before taking a small sip. He made a face of disgust and sat the glass down, 


Its gross." 

"You're wrong, its delicious." 

"Well l'm not a spoiled rich boy who's been drinking expensive wine since he came out the womb!" 
Miles started cracking up, a bit of wine coming out of his mouth as he kept laughing. 


"You know me too well, love." He said in between his giggles. "I've been sneaking wine since | was a preteen, and 


the best part? My mother still hasn't found out!" 
"Well now if you ever make me mad at you, I'll tell your mom that you steal her alcohol!" 


"Ohhh, blackmail, darling? Well don't forget | can tell your mother you got high at a party and lost your 
virginity last week" 


Alex's face went pink and he hit Miles shoulder, 
"Shut up." He mumbled. Miles laughed and kissed Alex, 
"| love you! 

"Shut up" 


"Fine." 


Miles shut up, only to kiss Alex again 


